Essence 


Author: Corindoll 

Bands: Metallica 
Characters: Cliff Burton 
Relationships: V/A 
Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Het] 


Updated: Wed Jun I5 2016 19:51:54 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first Metallica fan fiction, and one of the first few fan fictions that I've ever posted to the 
internet. | thought there wasn't enough stories with Cliff, so this was the result. Hope you enjoy~ 


The sheer grey curtains floated lightly against the windowsill, as the cool early October air swept in the room. 
Sprawled across my bed, laying on top of the messed bed sheets, my head tilted slightly to the left, my eyes 
watching as the bottoms of the curtains danced just slightly above the hardwood floor, aided by the wind. 
Goose bumps lined up my legs and arms, clad in only a pair of blue flannel shorts, and a slightly loose white t- 
shirt, yet | lay paralyzed, unable to move under the covers. The brown hair grazing my face tickled, but my 
arms felt like lead. | sighed in annoyance, and my eyes moved to the analog clock sitting patiently on my bedside 


table. 
312. In the morning. 


My eyelids fell slightly. | couldn't remember what it felt like to be able to sleep easily. My head turned to rest 
straight on the dense pillow, being forced to stare into the ceiling. The floorboards just outside my door 


creaked. | blinked a few times slowly. The next sound came from the door handle, a circular brass knob that 


liked to click, creak, and pop when it came open. 


The presence in the room changed. | watched in a daze as the shadow from the door was cast across the 
room as it was opened. | was filled with sudden warmth, as | sat up and took in the sight of him. 


Cliff. 
My breathing hitched, and his eyebrows knotted. 


"Baby." | didn't know which of us said it, maybe we both did, but he was the one to stride over and envelope 
me. His strong, slender hands grasped at my back tightly, as if he thought he would lose me if he let go. My 
arms were wrapped tightly around his neck, and grabbed some of his soft auburn hair in my hands. | could 
feel his hot breath grace the crook of my neck, before his lips nipped gently at my skin My breath was shaky, 


as he lowered me onto my back, and swung his legs onto the bed. 


The most comfortable | had been in a long time was with him. With the sound his jean jacket made when | 
pulled it off of him and threw it to the floor. With the feeling of his denim clad legs rubbing against my thighs 
as he straddled me. With the way his deep brown eyes examined my face, before locking onto the sight of my 


slightly parted lips, as his face hovered mere millimeters from mine. 


He brought a large hand to cup the left side of my face, and a rough thumb skimmed across my cheekbone as 
he closed the gap between us. The chill | had previously felt had dissipated, instead with a rush of fieriness 
through my body. Our mouths moved in sync, steadily, feeling the rhythm in each other. My hands found their 
way to the base of his stomach, first making contact through the float of my fingertips, and soon my palms 
danced midway up his sides, and traversed to his back. Cliff responded with an almost inaudible grunt, as he led 


our connection to quicken in pace. 


| matched the hunger that he kissed me with. His cushiony lips parted to allow his tongue room to become 
dominant over mine, his sweet taste almost making me melt into him. One of his hands lingered over the 
waistband of my shorts, before it shifted to the bottom edge of my shirt and tugged it lightly. | took his cue, 
and broke apart from him to pull it over my head, and throw it to the side in one solid motion My breasts 
were met with the cold open air, as Cliff slid his head down so his lips could meet the skin above my sternum. 
| watched him as he cupped my right breast in his hand, his callused fingers squeezing my malleable flesh. | 
took in a gust of air sharply, through my neglected lips, and studied his face. His eyelashes fluttered as he 
returned his gaze to me, one of my hands moved to the back of his neck, asking him to come back home. He 
heaved his own shirt off, before his eyes fixated back on me. His face took on the expression of a predator, 


about to pounce. 


| could hear him inhale deeply through his nose as he met me again for an open mouthed kiss. My eyelids 
pressed themselves tight together as my senses were overloaded, just from his lips. His hand glided from my 
breast to my lower waist, feeling the curve of my body, as his other rested on the bed by my shoulder to 
keep him steady. | clumsily palmed at his belt buckle, as my foggy head tried to remember how to undo it 


through the kiss. He smirked against my mouth, and broke apart from me, so he could lift himself to his 
knees, still straddling me, to undo his belt. | sat up, once he was able to make work of it, and switched the 


roles between us. 


| sailed my hands over his shoulders, and guided him to the side of me, and straddled him. | helped him remove 
his pants, before taking in his sculpture. His head rested against one of the previously discarded pillows, and his 
hair fell around him like a halo, while his eyes roamed my body. His adam's apple bobbed slightly in anticipation, 
as | contemplated what to do. My palms drifted across his chest, and he licked his lips. | ran the fingers on one 
of my hands through his hair, my joints twisting and pulling lightly, as the other hand gripped his other 
shoulder. My moistened lips trailed innocent kissed from the outermost part of his jawbone, to his chin, and 


finally just levitating over his lips, enjoying the milliseconds of tension before it dissolved into pleasure. 


Our mouths joined once more, our speed from before dissipated, but the passion seemed to intensify. Even 
with me on top of him, he always led the kiss, bringing my presence closer to him by using one of his hands 
on the back of my neck to draw me in. He ended the connection, running a hand through my unkempt locks. My 


brow knotted, as he only lay there and stared at me with a sad, almost apologetic gaze. 
"Babe?" | questioned. 


He removed one of his hands from my hair, and ran both of them down my arms, and across my torso, 
almost as if he needed to capture the moment, and remember the image of me through his touch. The 
moonlight illuminated parts of his face with blue light, while the deep curves of his face were painted with 
shadows | had previously missed through blind kisses. 


"| missed you." He said too simply. He swallowed and looked up at me, expectantly. | deflated above him, his 
words created a pit in my stomach. | drifted down beside him, and sank into the bed. My head found room on 
the pillow beside him, allowing me to get lost in his eyes. 


"| missed you too." 


My breath hitched, a small sob threatened to force its way up my throat. He read my emotions like an open 
book, and lured me into his inviting arms. One of his hands cradled my head against his chest. We were silent, 
and of all the things | could hear, crickets in the distance, soft breathing, and the occasional slight shift of 


position, a heartbeat was not one of them. 


When my eyes reopened, my bed was empty, and my body was contorted in the way it was paralyzed when 
the clock read 312. My clothes remained on my body, and my limbs were heavy. | shifted my eyes to read the 
clock, but it was out of routine, and | couldn't recall the time after | glanced at it. It didn't feel important. 


The brisk wind that caused my curtains to dance the night before had diminished into nothing more than a 
gentle breeze. The sunlight that seeped through the grey fabric felt mind numbingly neutral without the 


presence of a bass player that | called my lover. 


My joints bended and contorted, propelling me off of my bed, and towards the vanity beside the door, despite 
my brain adamantly not wanting them to function. | rubbed my eyes, and peered over the vanity, before | 
made eye contact with the mirror. A ghastly figure stood in front of me, with large bags under her eyes, 


mangled hair, and peculiar red and purple marks lining the sides of her neck. 


